MUSIC IN LONDON 1890-94

circumstance that the influenza fiend has left me in a condition
quite incompatible with prolonged doses of concert-room air,
my appearances just now are unusually fragmentary. From the
point of view of ventilation my most terrific recent experience
has been the concert of the Handel Society, a hospitable body
which takes St James's Hall once a year, and invites an over-
whelming audience, without reservation of seats. When I entered,
the temperature was about two hundred and fifty in the draught;
and I deemed myself fortunate in securing an angle of the wall to
lean against whilst August Manns, in the centre of a sort of
Mahometan paradise of lady violinists, with a trusty professional
lurking here and there, mostly in the wind department, was
bringing off a very creditable performance of the overture to
Lodoiska. After this we had an admirable little cantata for band
and chorus called The Storm, by Father Haydn, who, if he gave
it to his children the public indulgently as a piece of claptrap,
certainly took good care that it should do them no harm. The
instrumentation and the vocal harmony sounded much fresher
than they would have done half a century ago; and I waited for
the last note before I fled, gasping for air, into Regent Street.
Had I come earlier I should have heard the only Beethoven
symphony I never yet heard an orchestral performance of; to wit,
number one. I was prevented by Miss Dora Harrington's concert
at Prince's Hall, where I heard, besides various songs from Miss
Harrington, Mr Reginald Groome, Mr Ben Grove, and Mr Brock-
bank, a fine performance of Franz Abt's Schlaf wohl from
Madame Belle Cole, who was in one of her finer artistic moods,
and a rather impatient handling of Svendsen's Romance and
Wieniawski's Scherzo Tarantelle, by Henri Seiffert, a violinist of
remarkable talent, who nevertheless generally plays either as if he
were heavily preoccupied with something else, or at best as if he
had not quite made up his mind whether he cared for the violin or
not

Miss Marie Roberts, who gave a concert at Steinway Hall last
Thursday, is one of those artists who sit down at the piano and
play their own accompaniments at their ease* In this way they
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